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Legendary days and Porms, 





SECOND EDITION. 


The present edition is especially prepared, as the pre- 
vious, for Sunday Schools and Seminaries. It is published 
in aid of His poor, and with the approbation of the Most 
Rev. Michael A. Corrigan, D. D., Archbishop of New York; 
and the Most Rev. Francis Cardinal Satolli, Archbishop of 
Lepanto. 


For sale by Benziger Brothers, D. & J. Sadlier, 
Barclay Street; W. R. Jenkins, 851 Sixth Avenue, 
and J. J. Beitler, & Co., 105 W. 39th Street, New 
York. 


NOTE.—Fastors of poor parishes, who may de- 
sire to distribute copies of this little work, will do 
well to communicate with the Editor. Address 
care of either above publishers. 
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BY THE SAME AUTHOR 
Angelus Domini, 


AN ANTHOLOGY IN ART AND VERSE. 
SECOND EDITION. 
12mo, blue cloth, $1.50; white, full gilt, $2. 284 pp. 


“A thoughtful book is the ‘Angelus Domini,’ the object of 
the compiler being to impress upon her readers the signifi- 
cance of the angelic salutation, beginning, Angelus bomini 
nuntiavit Mariae. A notable feature is the fact that there is 
nothing controversial about the book, aud hence it appeals 
not to one Christian sect, but to all believers in Christian- 
ity.’—New Vork Herald. 

“A recent addition to church literature is a nicely gotten 
up volume bearing the title, ‘Angelus Domini.’ To Catholics 
especially the book will be a pleasing adjunct and to all 
libraries a bright and inviting reference. It is copiously 
illustrated by reproductions from celebrated painters and 
its text represents the illustrious names of literature fron: 
Dante Alighiere to Dante Gabriel Rossetti.’ — Social Graphic, 
Memphis, Tenn. 


“The book is designed for devotional reading by Catholics, 
but its quotations are made quite as freely from Protestant 
or Liberal authors, the names cf Bret Hart, Byron, Poe, 
Longtellow, Southey, Julia Ward Howe, Scott, Keats, Ros- 
setti, Keble, Mrs. Browning, and others appearing in the 
list of authors quoted.’’—New York Recorder. 


“Though the compiler is a Protestant, the spirit and tone ts so 
Catholic that it has recetved the approbation of His Eminence 
Cardinal Gibbons and the Archbishop of New York. ‘The object 
of the compiler is to impress upon her readers how ‘the 
singers of high poems’ have vied with one another in testi- 
fying to the spiritual, intellectual and physical beauty of 
the Blessed Virgin. (The whole book is a grouping of 
grateful and graceful tributes paid to Our Lady in commem- 
oration of the mysteries honored in the ‘Angélus’.”’— Zhe 
Tablet, London, England. 

“This neat little volume contains selections from authors 
of widely differeut epochs, climes, and religious tenents. 
The marty illustrations are taken from works of art of clas- 
sical painters, and are tull page. We congratulate the 
compiler on her beautiful work, and shall look for more of 
such volumes.’—Philude/phia Quarterly. 

“aA charming book full of high thoughts, embodied in 
pure poetry.”’— The Seminary, New York. 

“This is a very artistically printed volume.’’— The Irish 
Monthly, Dublin, lreland. ; 


WILLIAM R. JENKINS, PUBLISHER, 
851 & 853 SIXTH AVENUE, 
NEW YORK. 
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NOTE TO SECOND EDITION. 


°HE first edition of one thousand copies has beer 
exhausted in less than nine months, the present 
edition is a revision of the first, with twenty-two new 
illustrations and seventeen additional poems, six of 
these were written expressly for this edition. 

The book was originally dedicated to the ‘‘ Sisters. 
of Charity,’’ this dedication is now omitted, as it has. 
been represented to the editor, that the work has been 
found useful to a far greater range of readers. 

Thanks are due (and are herewith acknowledged) to- 
the courtesy of publisher and author by which a few 
copyright American poems have been allowed to ap- 
pear in this volume. In regard to some, permission 
has been accorded by the authors themselves, others. 
have been gathered as waifs, have been used without 
special authority. It is hoped that any oversight will. 
~ not be construed as an intended discourtesy. 


THE EDITOR. 
Visitation of the B. V. M., 1896. 
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LA MADONNA INCORONATA 


(The Virgin in the Act of Writing the Magnificat.) 


BOTTICELLI, 


Uffizi, Florence 





Evening Sona, 
in the Virgin’s Own Words, as Preserved in the 
MAGNIFICAT. 
ys My soul dot!) magnify the Lord: and mp spirit 

hath rejoiced in God mp Saviour. 

For fe hath regarded: the lowliness of His hand- 
maiden. 

For, behold, from henceforth all generations shall 
call me blessed. 

For fe that is mightp hath magnified me: and 
holy is His Name. 

And His mercy is on them that fear Him: throngh- 
out all generations. 

fje hath showed strength with fis arm: §e hatl 
scattered the proud in the imagination of their hearts. 

Hye hath put down the mighty from their seat: and 
hath exalted the humble and meek. 

He hath filled the hungry with good things: and 
the rich He hath sent empty awap. 

fe, remembering fis mercy, hath holpen fis 
servant Israel: as He promised to our forefathers, 
Abraham and his seed, forever. Amen. 








THE VIRGIN APPEARING TO S. BERNARD 


FILIPPINO LIPPI 
La Badia, Florence 
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[ INTRODUCTORY SELECTIONS IN PROSE.] 


THE ABBOT ARNOLDUs BoNEVALLIS SAYS: 


» < HOUGH I speak with the tongue of angels, I 
should not be able to say aught that is worthy 
of the glory of the holy and always Virgin 
Mary, the Mother of Christ, for there is no in- 

strument qualified for sounding her praises, and dull is 
the finest sensibtlity.’’ 


From the Writings of St. AmEpus, about A. D, 684, (Bead 
of Maestricht): 


- HIS is the woman promised of old in Paradise, 
who by Divine power shall bruise the serpent’s 
head. This illustrious, this blessed among 
women foretold:before all others by the ancient 

fathers, and was typified by the Fire and the Bush, the 
Rod and its Blossom, the Dew and the Fleece. She is 
the Mystic Ark of the Covenant, the Golden Mercy 
Seat, Jacob’s Ladder, the Rod of Jesse, the Throne of 
Solomon, the Bow of the Covenant, the God of Para- 
dise. Sheisthe Fountain that waters the whole earth, 
the Dawn that proceeds the True Sun.’’ 


From Writings of St. BERNARD, of Clairvaux: 


ND the Virgin’s name was Mary, which signi- 
fieth ‘Star of the Sea,’ and suiteth very well the 
Maiden-Mother, who may meetly be likened 
unto a star. A star giveth forth her rays 

without any harm to herself; and the Virgin brought 

forth her Son without any hurt to her virginity.”’ 
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LA VERGINE IN CONTEMPLATION 
GUIDO REN! 


Galleria Uffiza, Florence 





Geasts Refating to the 6B. WO. a 


As Observed in the Roman Catholic Church. 


FEBRUARY 2. 
Che Puritication. 
“Be devout and quiet, and Jesus will stay with you.””—Kempis. 


MARCH 25. 


Che Annunciation or Ladp Dap. 
“«Unto the humble He revealeth His secrets.”’— Kempzis. 


JULY 2. 
The Pisitation, 


In commemoration of the visit of the B. V. M. to her cousin 
Elizabeth. This Feast was instituted by Urban VI. in 1389, 
and confirmed by Council of Basle in 1431. 


‘“‘ Sweet is the smile of home; the mutual look, 


When hearts are of each other sure.”’ 
—Keble. 





AUGUST I5. 
The Assumption or Falling Asleep. 

This Feast commemorates the death of the B. V.M. A com- 
mon name for this festival in the Kalendar of the Eastern 
Church, is the Koimesis of the B. V. M. (a Greek word, 
meaning the Falling Asleep). The Roman Catholic Church 
teaches that her body, as well as her soul, was taken up to 
Heaven. 

“Tf thou seek rest in this life, how wilt thou then obtain to 
everlasting rest.’’—Kempis. 


SEPTEMBER 8. 
Ehe Nativity. 
This Feast was instituted in 695, but not observed in England 
till 994. 
“ Sweet Morn! Thou Parent of the Son! 
And Daughter of the same ! 
What joy and gladness, through thy birth, 


This day to mortals come.” 
From the Latin, by Edward Caswall. 


DECEMBER 8. 


he Immaculate Conception. 


This Feast was observed as early as the Seventh Century, but 
not enjoined till the Twelfth. The Council of Oxford, A.D. 
1222, left its observance optional. 

““ My peace is with the humble and gentle of heart.’”’—Kempzis. 


**Virgin most pure.”—/Vewman. 








THE IMMACULATE CONCEPTION 
MURILLO 
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Wiail of the Immaculate Conception. 


By Maurice F. EGAN. 


SWORD of silver cuts the fields asunder— 
A A silver sword to-night, a lake in June— 
And plains of snow reflect, the maples under, 
The silver arrows of a wintry moon. 


The trees are white with moonlight and with 
ice-pearls ; 
The trees are white, like ghosts we see in dreams; 
The air is still: there are no moaning wind-whirls; 
And one sees silence in the quivering beams. 


December night, December night, how warming 
Is all thy coldness to the Christian soul: 

Thy very peace at each true heart is storming 
In potent waves of love that surging roll. 


December night, December night, how glowing 
Thy frozen rains upon our warm hearts lie: 
Our God, upon this Vigil is bestowing 
A thousand graces from the silver sky. 


O moon, O symbol of our Lady’s whiteness ; 
O snow, O symbol of our Lady’s heart ; 
O night, chaste night, bejewelled with argent 
brightness, 
How sweet, how bright, how loving, kind 
- thou art. 


O miracle: to-morrow and to-morrow, 
In tender reverence shall no praise abate ; 

For from all seasons, shall we new jewels borrow 
To deck the Mother born Immaculate. 
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THE BIRTH OF THE VIRGIN 
ANDREA DEL SARTO 


Ch. delle Annunziata, Florence 
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The Wother of Fesus. 


Our Lady's Nativity. 


By Henry A. RAWEs. 


HEN September’s sun was shining 
On the corn-clad mountain side— 
When Engaddi’s lovely vineyards 
Shine in green and purple pride— 
When the broadening moon in Autumn 
Saw the harvest gathered in— 
Then there came the Prince’s Daughter, 
Mary, without stain of sin. 


From the crest of sunlit mountains, 
Standing in a desert wild, 
Came our Lord’s predestined Mother— 
Came the sin-destroying child. 
Light unearthly burns around her, 
Sign of more than man can see; 
Joachim and Anna wonder 
What this mystery can be. 


From the world such welcome glory 
Till that hour was never seen, 
When the Heaven-sent Angels, watching, 
Knelt around their infant Queen : 
Legions of victorious Angels 
Guard her with their wings outspread ; 
Purer light than theirs is shining 
From her little star-crowned head. 
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Saint Wnna. 
By E1iza ALLEN STARR. 


EAR spouse of grave Joachim, patriarch, saint, 
Who only to God made his wail and complaint ; 
Dear mother of Mary, Immaculate Maid, 

Thy matronly beauty how gentle and staid. 


How fair was the home of which Anna was queen; 
In happiness even, august and serene; 

While often her eyes into Mary’s looked down 

To whisper, how softly, ‘‘ My joy and my crown!”’ 


O beautiful years when our Joachim, Ann, 
Belovéd of God and belovéd of man, 

Amid the day’s splendors, the silence of night, 
This Lily of Israel watched with delight. 


And beautiful too, was that calm, holy hour, 
When Mary, like some cherished, half-open flower, 
In hand by grave Joachim, Anna—sweet maid ! 
Was led to the temple to bloom in its shade. 


But what is their bliss who now gaze, evermore, 
On her, who as mother, still virgin, once bore 
The world’s one Redeemer, their own holy child, 
Who, crowned by her Son, is entrancingly mild? 


Dear Mother of Mary, Saint Anna, still say 

Fond words to thy child, that she daily may pray : 
‘* Sweet Jesus, my Son, unto me very dear 

Are all who Saint Joachim’s Anna revere.”’ 


Chicago, Lll., July, 7896. 
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“ Ebe Presentation.” 


By JOHN H. DooLEy. 


SWEETEST, fairest maid, earth born, 
In God’s own temple thou must lead— 

Thy virgin soul; and like the morn, 
Drive off dark night that binds men’s souls, 
By thought, and word, and pious deed. 


O! Sacred Temple, Holy Shrine, 

Thou hast within a jewel rare— 
According to the THE WILL divine, 

Thou art become an angel home 

Where purest hopes shall rise in prayer. 


And parents Ann and Joachim, 
Could we conceive your happy souls 
Within our minds, so dull and dim, 
No sorrows dare our peace disturb, 
Thrice happy they whom God condoles. 


To thee, Most Heavenly Queen, we pray 
In thine own heart to have a place, 
Protect us, guide us day by day, 
That in thy Presentation we 
May learn to seek a Mother’s grace, 


New York City, April, 1896. 
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MARRIAGE OF THE VIRGIN 
(QUERCINO FRANCESCO BARBIER!) 
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Our Lady's Espousafs. 
By WILLIAM D. KELLY. 


N inner chamber in the Temple, 
dight 
With hanging tapestries and 
blossomed flowers, 
Whereon, like stars that shine whem 
darkness bowers, 
The waxen tapers shed their 
golden lights 
Beneath a canopy, divinely fair,. 
Her mien the mirror of her 
virgin vows, 
Our Lady stands beside her 
chosen spouse, 
O, blest betrothal, whereby 
Joseph won 
A spouse whose soul no sin 
had ever stained; 
And she, who was to be God’s 
Mother, gained 
A foster-father for her 
promised Son, 











LA SPOSALIZIO 
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A Leaqend of the Whessed Wirgin. 
By JOHN BOYLE O’REILLY. 


HE day of Joseph's marriage unto Mary, 
In thoughtful mood he said unto his wife, 
‘““ Behold I go into a far-off country 
To labor for thee and to make thy life 
And home all peaceful.’? And the Virgin, 
Unquestioning, beheld her spouse depart ; 
Then lived she many days of musing gladness, 
Not knowing that God’s hand was round her heart. 


And dreaming thus one day within her chamber, 
She wept with speechless bliss, when lo! the face 

Of white-winged angel Gabriel rose before her, 
And, bowing, spoke: ‘‘ Hail! Mary, full of grace, 

The Lord is with thee, and among the nations, 
Forever blessed is thy chosen name.’’ 

The angel vanished, and the Lord’s high Presence, 
With untold glory tothe Virgin came. 


A season passed of joy unknown to mortals, 
When Joseph came with what his toil had won, 
And broke the brooding ecstasy of Mary, 
Whose soul was ever with her promised Son. 
But nature’s jealous fears encircled Joseph, 
And round his heart in darkening doubts heldsway, 
He looked upon his spouse cold-eyed and pondered 
How he could put her from his sight away. 





And once when moody, thus within his garden, 
The gentle girl besought for some ripe fruit 
That hung beyond her reach, the old man answered, 
With face averted, harshly to her suit: 
**J will not serve thee, woman! Thou hast wronged 
me ; 
I heed no more thy words and actions mild ; 
Fruit thou wantest, thou canst henceforth ask it 
From him, the father of thy unborn child!”’ 


But ere the words had root within her hearing, 
The Virgin’s face was glorified anew ; 
And Joseph, turning, sank within her presence, 
And knew indeed his wondrous dreams were true. 
For there before the sandled feet of Mary 
The kingly tree had bowed its top, and she 
Had pulled and eaten from its prostrate branches, 
As if unconscious of the mystery. 








ANNUNCIATION 
GUIDO RENI 


Louvre, Paris 
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Gor the Annunciation. 


By JEAN BAPTISTE DE SANTEUIL, 


H, joyful was the morn 
() That told of peace and love 
To man, the ruined and forlorn, 
Descending from above. 


Though far from Eden’s bowers, 
By sad transgression driven, 
A lovelier Eden shall be ours— 
For Christ came down from heaven. 


From God’s eternal breast 
He stooped to time and space, 

And found with thee, O Maiden blest, 
His lowly dwelling place. 


And lowlier, in the tomb, 
He scorned not to lie, 

That our frail mortal might assume 
His immortality. 


Praise to the Virgin-born ; 
- Praise to the Father be, 
Through endless life’s unwaning morn; 
And Holy Ghost, to thee. 








THE SALUTATION 
ALBERTINELLI 
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The Wisitation. 


By Mary CLARKE. 


HE Spring hath decked Judea’s hills 
| wien many a blossom bright and fair, 

The songs of birds and rippling rills 

With gladness fill the balmy air. 

And O! how bright the azure sky 

And fair those plains that stretch away, 

Where Tabor, Hebron and Sinai, 

Sleep in the dreamy distance grey. 


And soft ‘s the gentle breeze that stirs 
The waving palms, and brings perfume 
From mountain dells, and balmy firs 
And lowland vales, where lilies bloom. 
But sweeter far than fi-wers fair, 

Or perfumes of the grove or glade, 

Is She who comes with lowly air— 
Judea’s peerless royal maid. 


With downcast eyes.and thoughtful mien 
She hastes the mountain path along, 

All heedless of the beauteous scene 

Or of the happy wildbirds’ song. 

For in her pure heart there is joy 

That things of earth could never bring, 
A happiness without alloy, 

More potent than the smile of Spring. 








LA VISITAZIONE 


DE! DELLA ROBBIA 


Chiesa dt-S. Giov, Pistoia 





And she perhaps hears at her side 
Strange voices sweet, and rustling wings 
Of Angels, sent her steps to guide 

By Israel's Lord, the King of Kings. 

Or in her path she may behold 

Blooms bursting forth so fair and sweet, 
Pure blossoms all of white and gold 
Such path for her indeed were meet. 


And she, the chosen holy maid, 

Hath come from far-off Galilee, 

That Israel's Lord might be obeyed, 

And full of grace and bless’d is She. 

And weary is the upland road 

Till when the sunset gilds the west, 

She sees Elizabeth’s abode 

Among bowering trees, so calm and blest, 


And O! what joys her bosom fill 
When Elizabeth’s inspired words 
Break forth in voice of awe, and thrill 
Her pure heart’s very inmost chords. 
Elizabeth hath called her blessed— 
Nay, more: “Zhe Mother of my Lord,” 
-And thus the unborn Christ, confessed 
The Virgin's Son, the Eternal Word. 


Nativity of B.V. M., 1895. 
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THE HOLY NIGHT 
CORREGGIO 


Dresden, Gallery 





EGristmas Poem. 


3vy ARNOLD VAN DYKE POWER. 


N the Orient land, 
Long years ago, 
The moon’s bright beams were creeping 
O’er a shepherd band, 
With flocks around, 
Their midnight watch well keeping. 


On Juda’s plain 

All night they watched, 
With faithful tender care, 

Unknowing whose reign 

As king should begin 
Amongst the lowly there. 


At once appeared 
In Israel's sky 
A star that seemed a warning; 
They trembling, feared, 
So strange the sight 
Which met their eyes that morning. 


Glory to God, 
They heard loud sung, 
Glory to God on High, 
As swiitly trod 
The angelic host 
The glorious realms of sky. 


‘What means this sight?” 
They asked in awe, 
“Why come these ones to earth?” 
A messenger bright 
Made sweet response, 
‘“They’ve come for the Saviour's birth.’” 


Then following fast 
The heavenly guides, 
Their flocks they left untended; 
And came at last 
To the manger-throne, 
Where to God the knee they bended. 
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THE FIRST CHRISTMAS 


BOUGUEREAU 





The Light of Bethfebem. 


By JOHN B. Tass. 


IS Christmas night! the snow, 
A flock unnumbered lies ; 


The old Judean stars aglow, 
Keep watch within the skies. 


An icy stillness holds 
the pulses of the night: 
A deeper mystery infolds 
The wandering Hosts of Light. 


Till, lo, with reverence pale 
That cims each diadem, 

The Lordliest, earthward bending, hait 
The Light of Bethlehem. 


She EGristmas Bake. 
By the same Author. 


So smal/ that lesser lowliness, 
Must bow to worship or caress ; 

So great that heaven itself to know 
Love's majesty must look below. 
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MADONNA AND CHILD 
CARLO DOLC! 


Corsini Gallery, Rome 
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Cbristmas Dap. 


Sonnet. 


By RICHARD WILTON. 
(Author of ‘‘Sun Gleams”’ and ‘‘ Wood Notes.” 


N vesture white, the Eternal Child 
| Lay on His Mother’s lap and smiled: 
What joy to see that longed-for sight— 
Her spotless Lily of delight, 
Her Love, her Dove, her Undefiled. 


She recked not of the anguish wild, 
The sorrow upon sorrow piied, 
His dead Form swathed one awful night 
In vesture white. 


Oh, let our hearts, this birthday bright, 
The sorrow and the joy unite; 
While, by the two-fold grace beguiled 
Of suffering Man and Infant mild, 
We walk with Him on Faith’s calm height 
In vesture white. 
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G Pair of Moves. 


By WILLIAM D. KELLY. 


PAIR of doves, Madonna fair, 
A And free from even shade of sin, 

The temple when you entered in, 

You laid before the altar, where 

From the high-priest who waited there 
The Jewish matrons knelt to win 
Their absolution, though akin 

To theirs was not the Babe you bear— 

A pair of doves. 


. Your love of poverty’s blest share, 
O Fair without and Pure within, 
Had you not wished thus to declare, 
Richer your offering might have been~ 
A pair of doves. 
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Thy Littfe One. 


(Strength in Weakness.) 


By ARTHUR M. MorGAN. 


OTHER of Jesus, with thy sweet hand guiding 
Mor» Little One along the Libyan plain, 
Dost mark how tottering falls each idol fane,, 
Eternal God in Egypt's midst abiding? 
To human eyes from Herod's anger hiding, 
A puny train along the sands ye go; 
Yet, conquering and to conquer, God is riding, 
With coronal of stars and horse of snow. 
Ye also Foster-Father, Mother-Maiden, 
Attendants of this march, save you, seem none 
But babes, just gone from Bethlehem to Eden, 
The martyrs’ noble army, crowned, forerun ; 
Their cross, as men, count years, love’s cross before, 
They bid the weeping mother weep no more. 
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MADONNA OF THE VEIL 
RAPHAEL 


Louvre, Paris 





Mncif—a Momint. 
( Det Genttrzx.) 


By AUBREY DE VERE, 


*Mid that Judean stable’s gloom: 
Oh, sweet, Oh, awful Sacrifice, 
He smiles in sleep, yet knows the doom. 


| SEE Him: on thy lap He lies 


Thou gav’st Him life: but was not this 

That life which knows no parting breath ? 
Unmeasured life? Unwaning bliss? 

Dread Priestess, lo, thou gav’st Him death. 


Beneath the tree Thy Mother stood ; 
Beneath the cross Thou too shalt stand— 
D Tree of life, O bleeding rood, 
Thy shadow stretches far its hand. 


That God Who made the sun and moor 

In swaddling band lies dumb and bound— 
Love's Captive, darker prison soon 

Awaits Thee in the Garden ground. 
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HOLY FAMILY 
SIGNORELL' 


Uffizi Gallery, Florence 





‘Sant’ Imagine.’ 
(A Fragment.) 


By MICHAEL FIELD, 


So wistful toward the book upon her knees? 
Has she no comfort? Is there need 
Within the Scriptures she should read 
Who to the Living Word her bosom presses * 
With bliss of her young Babe so near, 
Is it not drear 
Darkly from books to understand 
What bodes His coming to the land? 
Alas, as any other child, He catches at her gown 
And with caresses, 
Breaks on her still ‘A/aguzficat’: to ease 
And give air to her spirit with her own 


Christ she must hold communion in great 
songs alone. 


A ND wherefore doth Madonna thus look down 
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Cbrist in he Sempfe. 
By JOHN Jos. MALLON. 


LING off the masks, for gowns and placards fail, 
Proud temple paragons !—both Scribe and sage, 
Who trace with guilty hand the sacred page ; 

Faithless to law your words o’erweening quail, 

When speaks Judea’s all-wise Son. O frail 
And meek-eyed truant Boy to rank and age 
Thy ministry’s calm arguments still wage 

A storm of wonder. Did naught else prevail? 


Wide-gaped long since its portal and the wall’ 
Battered and crumbling ruined lies whereto 
In youth’s white livery Thou didst fulfil, 
What time destroys not, nor can words undo ; 
Thou whom the ages yet to be shall call 
Young thought-provoker, seer inscrutable ! 


New York City, May, 1896. 


Be 
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MARRIAGE AT CANA 


PAUL VERONESE 
Louvre, Paris 





Eana in Gafifee. 


By RICHARD WILTON. 


EHOLD, in Flower of Manhood, the True Vine 
To full perfection grown from a dry ground ; 
Grace in His eyes and lips, He looks around 

Where bride and bridegroom at the feast recline ; 

He hears the whisper : ‘‘ Son, they have no wine—’” 
When lo, as if ripe clusters had been found 
And sudden crushed, the purple streams abound 

To prove the Branch that yieided them divine. 

Oh, happy thought for bridegroom and for bride 
In happy ages, ’mid their innocent mirth, 

That, by His presence, Jesus beautified, 

A marriage-feast, blessing all homes of earth, 

Upon whose walls the fruitful vines are seen 

With hopeful clusters smiling through the green. 
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MADONNA AND CHILD 
CARLO DOLCI 


Pitti Gallery, Florence 
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(Prayer to the Wirain. 
from the “ Golden Legend.” 


By HENRY W. LONGFELLOW. 


IRGIN and Mother of our dear Redeemer! 
V All hearts are touched and softened at her name ;. 


And even as children who have much offended 
A too-indulgent father, in great shame, 

Penitent, and yet not daring unattended 

To go into His presence, at the gate 

Speak with their sister, and confiding wait 

Till she goes in before and intercedes ; 

So men, repenting of their evil deeds, 

And yet not venturing rashly to draw near 

With their requests an angry father’s ear, 

Ofter to her their prayers and their confession. 
And she for them in heaven makes intercession ;: 
And if our faith had given us nothing more 
Than this example of all womanhood, 

So mild, so merciful, so strong, so good, 

So patient, peaceful, loyal, loving, pure, 

This were enough to prove it higher and truer, 
Than all the creeds the world had known before. 
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OUR LADY OF THE ANGELS 


BOUGUEREAU 





ab 


She Mames of Our Lady. 


By ADELAIDE ANNE PROCTER. 


HROUGH the wide world thy children raise 
Their prayers, and still we see 

Calm are the nights and brief the days 
Ot those who trust in thee. 


Around thy starry crown are wreathed 
So many names divine : 

Which is the dearest to my heart, 
And the most worthy? Thine. 


Star of the Sea: we kneel and pray 
When tempests raise their voice ; 

Star of the Sea! the haven reached, 
We call thee and rejoice. 


Help of the Christain : in our need 
Thy mighty aid we claim ; 

If we are faint and weary, then 
We trust in that dear name. 


Our Lady of the Rosary: 
What name can be so sweet 

As what we call thee when we place 
Our chaplets at thy feet? 


Bright Queen of Heaven : when we are sad, 
Best solace of our pains :—- 

It tells us, though on earth we toil, 
Our Mother lives and reigns. 
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Our Lady of Mount Carmel : thus. 
Sometimes thy name is known ; 

It tells us of the badge we wear, 
To live and die thine own. 


Our Lady dear of Victories : 
We see our faith oppressed, 
And praying for our erring land, 
We love that name the best. 


Refuge of Sinners : many a soul, 
By guilt cast down, and sin, 

Has learned through this dear name of thine 
Pardon and peace to win. 


Health of the Sick : when anxious hearts 
Watch by the sufferer’s bed, 

On this sweet name of thine they lean 
Consoled and comforted. 


Mother of Sorrows : many a heart 
Half broken by despair 

Has laid its burden by the cross 
And found a mother there. 


Queen of all Saints : the Church appeals 
For the loved dead to thee ; 

She knows they wait impatient pain 
A bright eternity. 


Fair Queen of Virgins: thy pure hand 
The lilies ’round thy throne, 

Love the dear title which they bear 
Most that it is thine own. 


True Queen of Martyrs : if we shrink 
From want, or pain, or woe, 

We think of the sharp sword that pierced 
Thy heart, and call thee so. 
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Mary: the dearest name of all, 
‘The holiest and the best ; 

The first low word that Jesus lisped, 
Laid on His mother’s breast. 


Mary: the name that Gabriel spoke, 
The name that conquers hell : 

Mary, the name that through high heaven 
The angels love so well. 


Mary :—our comfort and our hope,— 
O may that word be given 

To be the last we sight on earth,— 
The first we breathe in heaven. 
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VIRGIN OF SEVILLE 
MURILLO 


Louvre, Paris 
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The Queen of Seasons. 
(A Song for an inclement May.) 


By JoHN HENRY NEWMAN. 


E. LL is divine which the Highest has made, 
A tenet the days that He wrought, till the day when 
He stay’d ; 
Above and below, within and around, 
From the centre of space, to its uttermost bound. 


In beauty suspassing the Universe smiled, 

On the morn of its birth, like an innocent child, 
Or like the rich bloom of some delicate flower ; 
And the Father rejoiced in the work of His power. 


Yet words brighter still, and a brighter than those, 
And a brighter again, He had made had He chose; 
And you never could name that conceivable best, 
To exhaust the resources the Maker possess’d. 


But I know of one work of His Infinite Hand, 
Which special and singular ever must stand ; 
So perfect. so pure, and of gifts such a store, 
That even Omnipotence ne’er shall do more, 


The freshness of May, and the sweetness of June, 
And the fire of July in its passionate noon, 
Munificent August, September serene, 

Are together no match for my glorious Queen. 


O Mary, all months and all days are thine own, 

In thee lasts their joyousness, when they are gone ; 
And we give to thee May, not because it is best, 
But because it comes first, and is pledge of the rest. 


THE ORATORY, 1850. 
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VIRGIN OF THE MIRROR 
MURILLO 


Earl of Northbrook, London. 





Warp, the Highest Being in Creation. 


By EpwArRD CASWALL. 


GAZED upon the flowerets fair 
| That deck the meadows green ; 
On many a treasure rich and rare; 
On many a lovely scene ; 


I search’d the breadth, I search’d the height, 
Of all creation through, 

From realms of empyrean light 
To depths of ocean blue ; 


But found I naught in Heav’n or earth, 
In air, or sky or sea, 

So beautiful, so high in worth, 
Dear Mother-Maid, as thee. 


O sacred link of heavenly gold, 
In human nature’s chain ! 

Elect before the days of old! 
Conceived without a stain ! 


Sublimest of created Powers ! 
My hope and solace here, 

Be thou with me when darkness lowers, 
And dews of death are near. 
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CEPTION. 


IMMACULATE CON 


MURILLO 


The Prado, Madrid 
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Safoe Wiundi Domina. 


(Translated from the Latin.) 


By Epwarp CASWALL. 


from the Office of the lumaculate Conception. 


H 


MarTINS. 


AIL, Queen of the Heavens! 
Hail, Mistress of Earth ! 
Hail, Virgin most pure ! 

Of immaculate birth ! 

Clear Star of the Morning, 
In beauty enshrined ! 

O Lady, make speed 

To that help of mankind. 


Thee God in the depth 

Of eternity chose; 

And framed thee all fair, 

As His glorious Spouse ; 
And called thee His Word’s 
Own Mother to be, 

By whom He created 

The earth, sky, and sea. 


PRIME. 
-Hail, Virgin most wise ! 
Hail, Deity’s Shrine, 
With seven fair pillars 
And Table divine ! 
Preserved from the guilt 
Which has come on us all! 
Exempt in the womb 
From taint of the Fall! 
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‘O new Star of Jacob! 
Of angels the Queen! 
O Gate of the Saints ! 
O Mother of men! 

O terrible as 

The embattled array ! 
Be thou of the Faithful, 
The refuge and stay. 


TERCE. 


Hail, So1omon’s Throne ! 
True Ark of the Law! 

Fair Rainbow ! and Bush 
Which the Patriarch saw ! 
Hail, Gideon’s Fleece ! 

Hail, Blossoming Rod! 
Samson’s sweet Honey-comb ! 
Portal of God! 


Well fitting it was 

That a Son so divine 

Should preserve from all touch 
‘Of Original Sin ; 

Nor suffer by smallest 

Defect to be stained 

‘That Mother, whom He 

For Himself had ordain’d, 


SEXT. 


Hail, Virginal Mother! 

Hail, Purity’s Call! 

Fair Shrine where the Trinity 
Loveth to dwell! 

Hail, Garden of Pleasure ! 
Celestial Balm ! 

‘Cedar of Chastity ! 
Martyrdom’s Palm! 
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Thou Land set apart 
From uses profane, 
And free from the curse 
Which in Adam before! 
Thou City of God! 

In thee is all grace, 

O joy of the Blest ! 


NONE. 


Hail, City of refuge ! 

Hail David’s high tower ! 
With battlements crown’d, 
And girded with power! 
Fill’d at thy Conception 
With Love and with Light! 
The Dragon by Thee 

Was shorn of his might. 


O woman most valiant ! 

O Judith thrice blest! 

As David was cherished 

At Abisag’s breast ; 

As the saviour of Egypt 

Upon Rachel’s knee ; 

So the world’s great Redeemer 
Was fondled by Thee. 


VESP. 


Hail, Dial of Achaz! 

On Thee the true Son 

Told backward the course 
Which from old He had run ; 
And, that man might be raised, 
Submitting to shame, 

A little more low 

Than the Angels became. 
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Vhou, wrapt in the blaze 
Of His Infinite Light, 
Dost shine as the morn 
On the confines of night! 
As the Moon on the lost 
Through obscurity dawns; 
The Serpent’s Destroyer ! 
A Lily ’mid thorns. 


COMPLINE. 


Through Thee may we come 
To the Haven of rest ; 

And see Heaven’s King 

In the courts of the Blest. 


COMMENDATION. 


These praises and prayers 

I lay at thy feet, 

O Virgin of Virgins ! 

O Mary most sweet ! 

Be Thou my true guide 
Through this pilgrimage here, 
And stand by my side 

When death draweth near. 





Lo the Queen of Way. 


By MATTHEW RUSSELL, 


MARY, dearest Mother ! 
() Thy month has come again, 

Of all the months most welcome 
To angels and to men— 

The month of birds and blossoms, 
The flowery, sunny May, 

When earth and sky, dear Mother ! 
To thee fond tribute pay. 


And so, O dearest Mother ! 
Before the simple shrine 
Which we have decked with flowers 
Because we Call it thine, 
We kneel to scatter incense 
And prayer and song for thee: 
Look down, O dearest Mother ! 
Look down to hear and see. 


Look down on us, thy children, 
O Mother dear! look down ; 
The mother’s face beams kindly 
While other faces frown. 
Though thou art Queen of Heaven, 
And reign’st in joy above, 
Yet still, O dearest Mother ! 
Look down on us with love. 
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Ah ! we have forced thee often, 
All loving as thou art, 
To turn in sadness from us, 
Thine eyes—but not thy heart ! 
In grief, but not in anger, 
Though we have tried thee sore: 
Yet smile again, dear Mother ! 
We'll vex thy heart no more. 


By Him who calls thee Mother, 
And bids us do the same— 
By Him, thy Son, who gives 
A brother’s tender name— 
By all the love that yearneth 
Within thine own pure heart, 
O Mother! be a mother, 
And act a mother’s part. 


In Heaven’s eternal May-time, 
Whose sunlight is the Lamb, 
In the gladness and the glory, 
The rapture and the calm— 
We'll praise thee, and we’ll bless thee, 
With happy saints above, 
If now, O mighty Mother, 
Thou look on us with love. 
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MADONNA 
SASSOFERRATO 


“And there appeared a great wonder in Heaven; a woman * # * and upon 


her head a crown of twelve stars,’’—-R€v.12-1. 


Ch. of the Salute, Venice 





Moe Waris Steffa. 


(Translated From the Latin.) 


H 


By EpwArD CASWALL, 


AIL, thou star of the ocean, 
Portal of the sky ! 

Ever Virgin Mother 
Of the Lord most High, 


Oh! by Gabriel’s Ave ! 
Utter’d long ago 

Eva’s name reversing, 
Stablish peace below. 


Break the captive fetters ; 
Light on blindness pour ; 

All our ills expelling, 
Every bliss implore. 


Show thyself a mother ; 
Offer Him our sighs, 

Who for us incarnate 
Did not these despise. 


Virgin of all virgins ! 
To thy shelter take us, 
Gentlest of the gentle, 
Chaste and gentle make us, 


Still, as on our journey, 
Help our weak endeavor, 
Till with thee and Jesus 
We rejoice forever. 


Through the Highest heaven 
To the Almighty Three, 
Father, Son and Spirit, 
One same glory be. 
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MADONNA AND CHILD 
VON BODENHAUSEN 





Star of Wy Mping-time. 


By KATHERINE ELEANOR CONWAY. 


“ Pray for us—now, and at the hour af our death.” 


OTHER, the skies are dim, 
M The air is cold, 


And forms of terror grim 
The mists unfold. 


Weary am [| and weak, 
And sore afraid ;— 

O Virgin, pure and meek, 
Sweet Mother, aid ;— 


“If I could see thy face 
’Twere almost Heaven, 
A sign of pitying grace 
And sin forgiven. 


But O, this awful gloom 
Within, without, 

The friends of wrath—and gloom, 
Despair and doubt ! 


O for one bright hour more 
Of strength-supreme 

Like those I wasted o’er 
My life’s long dream ! 


But Mother—if thou plead 
With thy dear Son 

In this my woeful need, 
My Heaven is won! 
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MADONNA DELLA STELLA 
FRA ANGELICA 


Museum S. Mark, Florence 
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(portuguese Hymn fo he Virgin. 
(Written at Sea.) 


By JoHN LEYDEN. 


Who lovest on mariners to shine, 
These votive yarments wet, to thee, 

We hang within thy holy shrine, 

When o’er us flashed the surging brine, 
Amid the waving waters toss’d, 

We called no other name but thine, 
And hoped when other hope was lost. 

Ave Maris Stella ! 


S of the wide and pathless sea, 


Star of the vast and howling main ! 
When dark and lone is all the sky, 
And mountain waves o’er ocean’s plain 
Erect their stormy heads on high. 
When virgins for their true loves sigh 
They raise their weeping eyes to thee ;— 
The star of ocean heeds their cry, 
And saves the foundering bark at sea, 
Ave Maris Stella! 


ay 





Star of the dark and stormy sea ! 

When wrecking tempests ’round us rage, 
Thy gentle virgin form we see 

Bright rising o’er the hoary wave. 

The howling storms that seemed to crave 
Their victims, sink in music sweet ; 

The surging seas recede to pave 
The path beneath thy glistening feet, 

Ave Maris Stella! 


Star of the desert waters wild, 

Who pitying hear’st the seaman’s cry ! 
The God of mercy as a child 

On that chaste bosom loves to lie ; 

While soft the chorus of the sky 
Their hymns of tender mercy sing, 

And angel voices name on high 
The mother of the heavenly King, 

Ave Maris Stella ! 


Star of the deep ! at that blest name 
The waves sleep silent ’round the keel, 
The tempests wild their fury tame, 
That made the deep’s foundations reel ; 
The soft celestial accents steal 
So soothing through the realms of woe, 
The newly damn’d a respite feel 
From torture in the depths below, 
Ave Maris Stella ! 


Star of the mild and placid seas ! 

Whom rainbow rays of mercy crown, 
Whose name thy faithful Portuguese, 

O’er all that to the depths go down, 

With hymns of grateful transport own ; 
When clouds obscure all other light, 

And heaven assumes an awful frown, 
The star of ocean glitters bright. 

Ave Maris Stella! 
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Star of the deep! when angel lyres 
To hymn thy holy name essay, 
In vain a mortal harp aspires 
To mingle in the mighty lay; 
Mother of God! one living ray 
Of hope our grateful bosoms fires— 
When storms and tempests pass away, 
To join the bright immortal choirs, 
Ave Maris Stella? 
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MADONNA DI SAN SISTO 


RAPHAEL 
Dresden Galles 
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Rapbhacf’s Maronna i San Sisto. 


By CHARLES KENT. 


“HIS is the vision that I see arise 
| Like heaven unveiled to my adoring eyes— 

The spotless Virgin poised in air serene, 
With rapturous gaze and beatific mien; 

The Infant God, with His sublimest charms, 
Throned in the clasp of her maternal arms ; 
Uplift my ravished senses to the skies, 

And bear me to the gates of Paradise. 


And as when erst on Tabor’s holy sward, 

To right, to left of earth’s transfigured Lord, 

Wrapt in the effulgence of That Form revered, 

There Moses, there Elias re-appeared ; 

So here, in ether, ‘mid the clouds are seen, 

The glowing heaven's disparted veil between, 

In hoary age and blooming youth displayed, 

The reverent Pontiff ard revering maid ; 

Sixtus discrowned, as though his hand had strowm 

Three crowns at once before the Great White 
Throne; 

And Barbara, bending as the virgin-bride 

Who waits the Bridegroom, with her lamp supplied. 


Beneath, as though some easement $n the sky 
Were opened once for mortals ere they die, 
Angelic types of those who do His will, 

Lean forth entranced on the celestial sill. 


Lost in the blaze that makes their splendors dim 
Are cherub hosts and burning seraphim, 

In myriad myriads dwindling from the sight, 
Drowned in the depths of the Primeval Light ; 
The matchless whole a revelation seems 

Of art’s divinest and serenest dreams. 
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She Sistine Wadonna. 


By JAMES T. BRowNn. 


IVINE simplicity of human art 
That to this dull low earth has brought 
Angelic light. 
High did’st thou soar ’bove shadows dark 
To catch this whisper of celestial thought, 
Raphael write ! 


S. Paul’s Church, 
Jersey City, August, 1896. 
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MADONNA DI FOL'GNO 
RAPHAEL 


Vatican, Rome 
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Q Baily Hymn fo Wary. 


By FREDERICK WILLIAM FABER. 


ARY, dearest Mother, 
M From thy heavenly height 
Look on us, thy children, 
Lost in earth’s dark night. 


Mary ! purest creature ! 
Keep us all from sin ; 

Help us erring mortals 
Peace in heaven to win. 


Mary, Queen and Mother ! 
Get us still more grace, 

With still greater fervor 
Now to run our race. 


Daughter of the Father! 
Lady kind and sweet ! 

Lead us to our Father, 
Leave us at His Feet. 


Mary ! of our Saviour, 
Joy of God above ! 
Jesus bade thee keep us 
In His fear and love. 


Mary ! spouse and servant 
Of the Holy Ghost! 

Keep for Him His creature 
Who would else be lost. 


Holy Queen of angels! 
Bid thine angels come 
To escort us safely 
To our heavenly home. 
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MADONNA OF S. SEBASTIAN 
CORREGGIO 


Dresden, Gallery 
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Orisoune to the Hofp Virain. 


By GEOFFREY CHAUCER. 


ODER of God, and virgyne undefouled, 
O blisfulZe quene, our quenys emperice ! 
Preye thou for me that am in syn ymouled, 
To God thy Sone, the punyschar of vice, 
That of His merci, thogh that I be nyce 
And negligent in keping of his lawe, 

His hie mercy my soule, unto Him drawe. 


Thou moder of mercy, way of indulgence, 
That of alle mercy art superlatyve ! 
Savour of saulis be thy benevolence ! 

O humble lady, maide, moder, and wyfe ! 
Causar of pes, styntar of wo and stryfe ! 
My prayere to thy Sone that thou present, 
Syn of my gilt hooly I me repent. 


Benyge comfort of us wreches alle-weye 

Be at myn ending guhen that I schall deye. 

O well of pitee, unto the I calle, 

Fulfillit of swetnesse, helpe me to waye 
Agane the fende, that with his handis tweye 
And alle his mycht wille pluk at the balance 
To wey us doune, keye us from his mischance. 


And for thou art ensample of chastite, 

And of alle virgynes, worschip, and honour, 
Above all woman blessed mote thou be! 
Now, speke, now preye, unto oure Salviour, 
That he me send suych grace and favour 
That alle the hele and bryunyng lecherye 
He sloke in me, blissit maden Marye! 
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APPARITION OF THE VIRGIN TO S. BERNARD 
MURILLO 


Museum, Madrid 
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The Wystic Rose. 


By ALIGHIERI DANTE. 


A Sublime Hymn (Translated by Cary). 


VIRGIN-MOTHER, daughter of thy Son! 
Created beings all in lowliness 

Surpassing, as in height above them all; 
Term’d by the eternal counsel preordain’d ; 
Ennobler of thy nature, so advanced 

In thee, that its great Maker did not scorn 
To make himself his own creation ; 

For in thy womb, rekindling, shone the love 
Reveal’d whose genial influence makes now 
This flower to germin in eternal peace : 
Here thou to us, of charity and love, 

Art as the noonday torch ; and art beneath 
To mortal men, of hope a living spring. 

So mighty art thou, Lady, and so great, 
That he who grace desireth, and comes not 
To thee for aidance, fain would have desire 
Fly without wings. Not only him who asks, 
Thy bounty succours ; but doth freely oft 
Forerun the asking. Whatso’er may be 

Of excellence in creature, pity mild; 
Relenting mercy, large munificence, 

Are all combin’d in thee ! 
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MADONNA OF THE ROSARY 
MURILLO 


Museum, Madrid 
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Lo the Wirgin of the Rosary. 
By ALICE ENGLISH. 


IRGIN so sweet, I have not known thee long ; 
For years a stranger thou hast been to me, 

Yet now within my heart there comes so strong, 
A love, I feel that I shall pardoned be 

For past neglect. I ask thy Holy prayers, 

And as I ask, lighter become my cares. 


The sunlight of new faith drives clouds away, 
Clouds which so long obscured thee from my sight 
That I had wondered seeing others pray 
To thee at Angelus, morn, noon, and night, 
Wondered and envied, when that faith I’d see 
Which I then thought could never come to me, 


Now Blessed Mother of my Lord, I kneel, 
And as I say the Avés, one by one, 
I seem to hear thy voice in soft appeal 
Asking for me a pardon of thy Son. 
This hope brings from my heart the happy tears, 
And washed away are all past doubts and fears, 


Newark, N. /., June, 1896. 
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MADONNA OF THE WELL 
BUGIARDINI 


Uffizi, Florence 
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The Badp’s Wel. 


By ROBERT S,. HAWKER. 


T flowed, like light, from the voice of God, 
Silent and calm and fair ; 

It shone where the Child and the parent foe 
In the soft and evening air. 

‘“Look at that spring, my father dear, 
Where the white blossoms fell ; 

Why is it always bright and clear ? 
And why, the Lady’s Well?” 


“Once on atime, my own sweet child, 
There dwelt across the sea 

A lovely Mother, meek and mild, 
From blame and blemish free ; 

And Mary was her blessed name, 
In every land adored ; 

Its very sound deep love should claim 
From all who love their Lord. 


“A child was hers—a heavenly birth— 
As pure as pure could be ; 

He had no father of the earth, 
The Son of God was He; 

He catne down to her from above, 
He died upon the cross ; 

We ne’er can do for Him, my love, 
What He hath done for us. 


‘‘And so, to make His praise endure, 
Because of Jesus’ fame, 

Our fathers called things bright and pure 
-By His fair Mother’s name; 

She is the Lady of the Well— 
Her memory was meant, 

With lily, and with rose to dwell, 
By waters innocent !’’ 
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MADONNA DELLA SEDIA 
RAPHAEL 


Pitti,Gallery, Florence 





Wadtonna Meffa Sedia. 
(Lines on Raphael's Sicture.) 


Extract from poem, ‘‘ Our Lady of the Chair,’ published in a col- 
lection, ‘‘Crowned with Stars.” 


By ELEANOR C. DONNELLY. 


HE Virgin Mother sitteth in her carven chair 
antique, 

-With her arms about the Infant, and the oval of her 
cheek 

Resting lightly on the silken curls, from which 
the Child's clear eyes, 

Full of fearless dignity, look out in kingly wise. 


Monarch, and yet a Baby, with His dimpled feet up- 
eurl’d, 

Half-hiding in His Mother’s breast the hands that 
rule the world ; 

Although her mantle closer press’d His limbs 
may clasp about, 

Still from the shelter of His nest the Babe’s bright 
eyes look out. 


Ah! as within the bosom of the awful main con- 
ceal’d, 

Rare wrecks of golden treasure to the diver are re- 
vealed— 

So those wondrous eyes of Jesus, in their shadow- 
less expanse, 

Reveal a golden mystery to ewry reverent 
glance, 


And, as the glory of the stars melts dimly thro’ the 
night, 

When the radiant moon is flooding all the heavens 
with her light, 

So, inthe moonlight lustre of the Mother’s peer- 
less mien, 

The starry-eyed Saint John at first (tho’ near her) 
is unseen. 
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One foot upon our Lady’s stool, one arm upon her 


knee, 

Close nestling to the Infant Christ, the son of 
Zachary 

The lovely little Baptist, in his cloak of camel- 
hair, 


Is far too fair a vision to be long forgotten there. 


One might suppose Elizabeth had sent her chosen 


boy, 

(Drawn by the Holy Spirit with a strange ascetic 
joy), 

To bid farewell to Mary, beg the blessing of her 
Child, 


Ere he hid himself, young hermit, in the desert 
lone and wild. 


And gazing, rapt and prayerful, on that earthly 
trinity, 


(The fairest out of heaven), one almost yearns to see 


The curtain by the pillar gently shaken, and with- 
drawn, 


And the wistful face of John, a moment lingering, 
then gone. 


O mighty privilege of love! which faith can ne’er 
forget, 
To be the kinsman of our Lord, ourchosen pet!— 


O mightier sacrifice of love! which, having once 
beheld, 


Embraced and touched the living Christ, could leave 
Him when He willed. 











THE VIRGIN OF THE ROCKS 
LEONARDO DA VINCI 


National Gallery, London ; also Louvre, Paris 
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“The Wirgin of the Rocks.” 
(Lines on Da Vinci's Picture.) 
By WILLIAM LIVINGSTON. 


AIR Lady ! how serenely sweet 

Thy mother face, thy gentle eyes, 
That turn so graciously to greet 

The scene that here before thee lies. 


Baptist and angel bend the knee— 

Thus earth and heaven perform their part— 
Before the Child-God born of thee, 

While love sits brooding o’er thy heart. 


For these return thy“tender love! 
The flowers embrace thy garment’s hem, 
Mute waters pray, and heaven above 
Sheds fairest light on thee and them. 


Yet, Mother mine, the crags are there, 
Grim shadows of the cruel years 

That came to cloud thy soul in care ; 
To pierce thy heart and draw thy tears. 


Troy, N. ¥. June., 7896. 
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MYSTIC MARRIAGE OF &. CATHARINE 


VAN DYKE 





The Wyastic Bridsaf of S. Catharine of 
Mferandria. 


By EpitH R. WILSON. 


MYSTIC bride of Christ, 
Teach me thy heavenly lore, 
Which won the love of Him 
Whom angel hosts adore. 


O Catharine the pure, 
Win me thine own dear grace, 
Which, wanting, none may see 
The Bridegroom’s blessed face. 


Richest in earthly gifts, 
In earthly grace most fair, 
Thy bridegroom must be one, 
Thou saidst, beyond compare. 


Noblest in earthly rank, 
Dowered with earthly fame, 
Thy bridegroom must be one 
Whom all were proud to claim. 
And, lo! the Mother Maid, 
The spotless Wirgin one, 
Hath led thee to the feet 
Of her all-glorious Son. 


What rapture fills thy heart !— 
Yet, see, He turns aside— 

‘¢ She is not fair enough 
To be my royal bride.” 
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But now the font’s pure dew 

Hath cleansed thee from sin’s trace, 
Making thee pure and meet 

For thy dear LORD’s embrace. 


And crown and robe and gem, 
All meekly laid aside, 
Thou kneelest at the feet 
Of Christ, the Crucified. 


Thy Baptism hath won 
Thee vesture snowy white, 
Which martyrdom shall deck 
With gems of ruby light, 


Fierce was the tyrant’s wrath, 
And dread the awful hour, 

When man’s insensate rage 
O’er thy frail form had power. 


But angels raise thy soul 
To Jesus’ loving Breast 
And bear, on snowy wings, 
Thy bleeding form to rest. 


O’er Afric’s burning sands 
To Sinai, Mount of Heaven, 
Where once, in fire and flame, 
The law of God was given. 


Sweet Saint, by thy dear pain, 
By that sharp agony, 

Amid the shining train 
Of heaven, plead for me. 


And be thy lonely grave 
On Sinai’s Mount, the sign, 
That He the law who gave, 
Can save by power divine. 


Plattsburgh, N. Y., July, 1896. 
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Water Moforosa. 


By THOMAS J. KERNAN. 


HE deep gloom thickens on the altar-hill, 
Loud roars the thunder, bursts the mighty rock ; 
All nature trembles ; and the graves unlock 
Their hard, unyielding portals; and at will 
The dead once more revisit earth. How ill 
Does man repay his Saviour’s love. The flock 
Is scattered, and the hardened rabble mock 
The Shepherd—O ye heavens hear—until 
The very earth rebukes the ingrates base; 


Yet, sinful man, there still is hope for thee, 
For Mary, ever faithful to the end, 
With Magdalen and John, stands in thy place, 
And for thee prays beneath the blood-stained tree, 
While her pure heart all human sorrows rend. 
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S. JOHN LEADING THE VIRGIN TO HIS HOME 


W. C. T. DOBSON 





MWtotberBood. 


By GEORGE ROTHSAY, 


3 EHOLD thy Mother, Son,’? He said, whose word 

His mystic presence to our altars gave, 
Whose holy feet trod Galilee’s dark wave. 

The gentle voice, whose whispers he had heard 

Where Egypt’s breezes the palm branches stirred, 
John, the beloved, from grief’s despond to save, 
The hand that oft his infant brow did lave, 

Henceforth to minister to Him preferred. 


Oh, be it Motherhood, like Bethlehem’s sweet, 

Or of Golgotha’s sorrow-freighted hour, 
God hath ordained it to His mind most meet, 

Made woman’s heart the agent of His power, 
Though other loves man’s trust through life may 

cheat, 
These will remain, through all unchanged, of 
strength a tower. 
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Our Ladp’s Resumption. 
By WILLIAM D. KELLY. 


S when was stayed the 
universal fate 
Of human kind, Madonna, 
at thy pirth, 
Exultant grew the long 
expectant earth, 
Because thou camest here 
immaculate. 


Soit rejoiced that day which 
saw for thee 
The common doom averted 
once again, 
And myriad angels bore thee 
hence to reign 
As Queen of Heaven for all 
eternity. 
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CORONATION OF THE VIRGIN 
RAPHAEL 


Vatican Gallery, Rome 





The Resumption. 


By J. CHARLES EARLE. 


| CANNOT think they love the Lord aright, 
Or by His promised Spirit have been taught, 
Who, from His mother, derogate in aught, 
And grudgingly withhold her sovereign right, 
And find one speck upou her shield of light, 
And deem the sacred Vessel which has brought 
Incarnate-God into the world is naught 
But dust, still soddening in the crypts of night. 
No: rather let me cleave to what they say 
Who love the legends of the East to reap, 
That, when apostles on an August day 
Came to the spot where Mary fell on sleep, 
They found where late her precious body lay, 
Naught but some fragrant lilies in a heap. 


‘Found naught but some fragrant lilies in a heap; 

And what, then, had become of Mary dead? 

Oh, slow of heart, to pierce the heavenly keep ; 
Surely a host of guardian-angels sped 

Unbid, unsummoned, down the inviolate steep, 
And hovered o’er the dying Virgin’s bed ; 
And when, with painless sigh, she drooped her head, 

And in the brief embrace of death did sleep, 

They claimed her priceless body as their own, 
And wafted it with jubilee on high, 

And set it down before the rainbowed throne, 
Where He she bore in Bethlehem ruled the sky, 

And waited—willing not to reign alone— 
For her who gave Him His Humanity. 
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VIRGIN AT FOOT OF CROSS 


PAUL DELAROCHE 








+ j 
; , 
ae wi 
Ba \ 
4 / Wy ‘ 3 
» 
7 
~ i: 
4? 
’ 
r om 
os 
h Pi [ 
‘ : 
ea ; ; rie tt Ne ka : 7 
7 Ds A ery y 2 Os Fvere 
Ca Li Ge nia : cin nt vient Sod See tl TS ae Sa - 
a ve. whee PEF Se ene SNE, ABs static rae ese LMM, ay sahe ‘ 
uit . a 





Christ the Way. 


By FREDERICK WILLIAM Faser, D. D. 


O sin and earth and sorrow tributary ; 

We lift our thoughts to thee, O blissful Mary ; 
Oh stainless Maid and mightest Mother! thou 
Wert the mysterious gate where, stooping low, 
The king of glory entered, first and last, 

And only one who by that portal passed. 


He is our Way, our dreadest Way, O Mary! 

(May He remember me flis tributary !) 

Our dreadest Way ; for it is only given 

Through His great Judgment Seat to enter Heaven 3 
Judgment according to our works ! the elect 

Could not be borne were not the judge, indeed, 

A Man of thy true substance : let us pray 

Unto the Virgin’s Son, that in His Day 

We perish not by that most fiery Way. 


O whitest Flower! O ever-blessed Mary! 
To what high purpose wert thou tributary ! 
How wert thou chosen for the stainless birth, 
Mother of God! chaste Lily of the earth ! 
Lead us to Jesus, Mother ! for us part 

‘The veils that hang before the Sacred Heart. 
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Boe Waria! 
By HucH T. HENRY. 


VA—“ the mother of the living”’ ; so 
That elder name which Adam loved to hear, 
Sounded with sweetest promise to his ear 
In the far Paradise of long ago. 
Ah! but the Eden glories ceased to glow, 
And the fair, fruitful earth became most drear, 
And the sweet name of Eva sounded clear— 
Clear as a knell that speaketh Death and Woe! 


Ave Maria! Name more sweet, I trow: 

Thou second Eve, to whom again drew near 
The Serpent-head, only to lay it low 

Beneath thy sinless heel! O, Name of cheer, 
Which to the hopeless eyes of men could show 

Now £va changed to Ave, Mother dear ! 


Overbrook, PA. 


Oh 





Is the ripe fruit of life below. 
Sow love, and taste its fruitage pure ; 
Sow peace, and reap its harvest bright ;. 
Sow sunbeams.on the rock and moor, 
And find a harvest-home of light.” 


ss To life above, when this is past, 
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